crash through the roof and all the floors of an
ordinary house. In view of their size it was supposed
that the enemy had dug funnels in the ground,
inclined towards the entrenchment at an angle of,
say,  forty-five  degrees,   and  charged  them with
powder as if they were mortars. At length the things
became a joke, and the men used to sing out when
they appeared: 'Here comes a barrel of beer at last.'
Sometimes the enemy threw in shells made of
brass and stone, but when their fuses dropped out,
as they often did, these crude projectiles made a
curious shriek which gave the garrison ample warn-
ing to stand clear and earned them the name of
'Whistling Dicks'. The enemy also fired shrapnel
from a howitzer, it was believed, with a very high
elevation, carcasses, and an occasional rocket* They
invented strange fireworks, too, which were given
the generic name of "Stinkpots'. Some were con-
structed merely of shell splinters, with a core of
powder and a husk of flax and resin, and, though
they made a loud hissing and a great stench, the
final explosion was only effective at the shortest
range. Another and more deadly missile was made
by taking a shrapnel shell which had been fired from
the entrenchment and had fallen blind, placing it
in a canvas "bag filled with powder, and fitting both
parts with fuses. First the bag exploded, scattering
charred canvas, while the shell itself only burst
after an interval. Before the danger was understood,
two non-commissioned officers, who had taken cover
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